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FOREWORD 


Orator Latinus is an anthology of elocution selections 
in comparatively easy yet forceful Latin. Such an 
anthology, like the author’s Musa Americana, supplies 
a real need and will be welcomed by Classical Clubs 
and the more ambitious teachers of Latin as a valua- 
ble means of adding new zest and new life to. their 
daily routine work. 

We desire to make Latin interesting; we aim at 
convincing our students that the study of the Classics 
is not a waste of time, not an old-fashioned, out-of-date, 
nerve-racking occupation. In a modest way, Orator 
Latinus is offered to serve as a guide and a help toward 
the realization of this purpose. In particular, it aims 
to make the student feel that he can speak Latin, and, 
at the same time, to help him acquire a large Latin vo- 
cabulary. The student who can be induced to commit 
to memory any one (or any important section) of the 
Latin elocution pieces presented in this: volume, will 
thereby acquire a definite number of Latin words and 
phrases which he will meet time and again in his Latin 
authors. 

The Latin of the book, the author trusts, is not at 
variance with good Latin diction, and can become a 
real help for mastering the far more complex and in- 
tricate Latin of Caesar and Cicero. The English texts 
will reveal to the students the spirit in which each 
selection should be interpreted. 


ili 


iv Foreword 


The speeches of this volume are divided into smaller 
sections, marked by headings which summarize their 
contents. Each section is, as it were, an elocution piece 
in itself. These sections may be assigned to the stu- 
dent without fear of overtaxing him. 

Following the Orations, there are Dramatic Selec- 
tions and some Odes especially adapted for declamation 
because of their emotional character. The scene from 
Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar (Act IV, Scene 3, 1-140) 
is a reprint from the author’s complete Latin verse 
translation (Musa Americana, Fifth Series) of Shake- 
speare’s masterful tragedy. The Loyola University 
Press, which publishes the author’s Musa Americana, 
has kindly permitted the reprinting of this dramatic 
selection. 

The author desires to thank all those who by en- 
couragement, suggestion, and revision have assisted 
him in the production of this volume, in particular, the 
Rev. M. Germing, S.J., of St. Louis University, the 
Rev. J..A. Kleist, S.J., Ph.D.,of thes John Carroll 
University of Cleveland, Ohio, and Mr. Alfred G. 
Brickel, S.J., of Aquinas Hall, St.. Louis University, 
St. Louis, Missouri. 

AF. Guyser, $. Js, AM. 


Campion COLLEGE, 
PRAIRIE DU CHIEN, WISCONSIN 
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PARS PRIMA 
ORATIONES 


ORATOR LATINUS 


SPARTACUS ROUSES THE GLADIATORS 
I: SPARTACUS IS YOUR CHIEF. 


1. Ye call me chief; and ye do well to call him 
chief who, for twelve long years, has met upon the 
arena every shape of man or beast the broad empire 

sof Rome could furnish, and who never yet lowered his 
arm. If there be one among you who can say, that 
ever in public fight or private brawl, my actions did 
belie my tongue, let him stand forth, and say it. If 
there be three in all your company dare face me on 
ro the bloody sands, let them come on. 


Ii: IT WAS A MEEK YOUTH 


2. And yet I was not always thus, — a hired butcher, 

a savage chief of still more savage men! My ancestors 
came from old Sparta, and settled among the vine-clad 
tsrocks and citron groves of Syrasella. My early life 
ran quiet as the brooks by which I sported; and when, 
at noon, I gathered the sheep beneath the shade, and 
played upon the shepherd’s flute, there was a friend, 
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ORATOR LATINUS 


SPARTACUS GLADIATORES EXOCITAT 
I: SPARTACUS DUX VESTER 


1. Ducem me vocatis; bene me ! vocatis ducem, qui 
per decem annos, — longum temporis spatium, — in 
hac arena cum omni genere hominum atque ferorum 
animalium, quibus vastum Imperium Romanum abun- 
dat, congressus numquam bracchia demisi victa. Exs 
omnibus vobis, si sit unus qui dicere queat, umquam 
aut in certamine publico aut in privata lite linguam 
meam mea agendi ratione exstitisse mendacem, sur- 
gito, dicito! Vel si forte sint tres inter vos, quimecum 
confligere audeant in cruenta arena, in arenam proce- 10 
dunto ! 


II: MANSUETUS FUI IUVENIS 


2. Is non semper fui; — carnifex mercede conductus, 
dux ferox ferociorum hominum! Maiores mei, ab 
antiqua oriundi Sparta, colles vitibus  citrisque 
nemorosos Syrasellae incoluére. Prima mihi vitatrs 
aeque tranquilla fluxit atque rivuli ad quos solebam 
ludere; meridie, ovibus sub arborum umbra collectis, 


1 Anglice legitur: “to call him chief who... has met.. .”; 
Latine melius dicitur: me ducem vocatis, qui . . . congressus . . 
demisi. 
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the son of a neighbor, to join me in the pastime. We 
led our flocks to the same pasture, and partook together 
20 our rustic meal. 

3. One evening, after the sheep were folded, and we 
were all seated beneath the myrtle which shaded our 
cottage, my grandsire, an old man, was telling of 
Marathon, and Leuctra; and how in ancient times, a 

25 little band of Spartans, in a defile of the mountains, had 
withstood a whole army. I did not then know what 
war was; but my cheeks burned, I knew not why, and 
I clasped the knees of that venerable man, until my 
mother, parting the hair from off my forehead, kissed 

3o0my throbbing temples, and bade me go to rest, and 
think no more of those old tales and savage wars. 


III: ROMAN CRUELTY 


4. That very night, the Romans landed on our coast. 
I saw the breast that had nourished me trampled by 
35 the hoof of the war-horse; the bleeding. body of my 
father flung amidst the blazing rafters of our dwelling! 
5. To-day I killed a man in the arena; and, when 
I broke his helmet-clasps, behold! he was my friend. 
He knew me, smiled faintly, gasped, and died ; — the 
4o Same sweet smile upon his lips that [ had marked, when, 
in adventurous boyhood, we scaled the lofty cliff to 
pluck the first ripe grapes, and bear them home in 
childish triumph. 
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cum tibiis luderem pastoralibus, vicini mei filius, mihi 
amicissimus, ludis mecum vacabat. Ad eadem pascua 
greges simul ducebamus, rusticis simul vescebamur cibis. 20 

3. Quodam vespere, coactis iam in ovile ovibus, 
sedentibus nobis omnibus sub myrto tugurium um- 
brante, avus senex de Marathone et Leuctris fabula- 
tus, narravit quomodo olim Spartiatarum manus 
parvula in angustis montium faucibus hostium obsti- 25 
tisset exercitui universo. Quo quidem tempore, 
bellum quidnam esset ignorabam. Sed, nescio quo 
pacto, genae mihi ardere!, genua ego complecti! 
senis venerandi, donec mater, remotis a fronte mea 
crinibus, palpantia osculando tempora, me cubitum 30 
ire iussit neque cogitare diutius de rebus antiquitus 
gestis trucibusve bellis. 


III: ROMANORUM CRUDELITAS 


4. Eadem nocte Romani ad litora nostra appulerunt. 
Illa ipsa ubera, quae me nutriverant, equorum ungulis 
vidi obtrita; patris corpus cruentatum vidi coniectum 3s 
in domus nostrae tigna flagrantia ! 

5. Hodierno die in arena hominem interfeci; et cas- 
sidis fibula fracta, ecce, meum ipse amicum occideram ! 
Tile me cognoscere, ridere, aegre ducere spiritum, 
mori;! idem dulcis risus in eius labris, quem noveram, 4° 
quum pueri audacissimi in celsos scandebamus scopulos, 
ut primas uvas maturas carperemus, carptas puerorum 
modo domum reportaremus laetantes ! 


1 jinfinitivi historici. 
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6. I told the praetor that the dead man had been my 
4s friend, generous and brave; and I begged that I might 
bear away the body, to burn it on a funeral pile, and 
mourn over its ashes. Ay! upon my knees, amid the 
dust and blood of the arena, I begged that poor boon, 
while all the assembled maids and matrons, and the 
so holy virgins they call Vestals, and the rabble, shouted 
in derision, deeming it rare sport, forsooth, to see © 
Rome’s fiercest gladiator turn pale and tremble at 
sight of that piece of bleeding clay! And the praetor 
drew back as I were pollution, and sternly said, — 
ss ‘‘Let the carrion rot; there are no noble men but 
Romans!” 


IV: ROME MADE ME FEROCIOUS 


7. And so, fellow-gladiators, must you, and so must 
I, die like dogs. O Rome! Rome! thou hast been a 
6o tender nurse to me. Ay! thou hast given, to that 
poor, gentle, timid shepherd lad, who never knew a 
harsher tone than a flute-note, muscles of iron and a 
heart of flint; taught him to drive the sword through 
plaited mail and links of rugged brass, and warm it in 
6s the marrow of his foe; — to gaze into the glaring eye- 
balls of the fierce Numidian lion, even as a boy upon a 
laughing girl! And he shall pay thee back, until the 
yellow Tiber is red as frothing wine, and in its deepest 
70 00ze thy life-blood lies curdled ! 
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6. Praetorem tum monui, hominem caesum amicum 
fuisse meum, nobilem, fortem virum; eumque precatus 45 
sum, ut illius corpus auferrem, in rogo cremarem, 
cineres luctu prosequerer. Quin immo, genibus inter 
pulveres et sanguinem arenae flexis, misellum illum 
petii favorem, dum omnes puellae, quae aderant, 
matronae, sacrae virgines (quae Vestales appellantur), so 
universi plebéi rident, clamores tollunt, pro insolito 
quasi delectamento habent gladiatorem Romanorum 
fortissimum pallescere atque contremiscere viso illo 
corpore manante sanguine. Praetor a me, quasi ab 
homine polluto, recessit; acriter mox: ‘Cadaver ss 
illud,” inquit, “putrescito; non sunt nobiles nisi 
Romani!” 


IV: ROMA ME FECIT FEROCEM 


7. Sic, gladiatores amicissimi, et vobis et mihi erit 
moriendum ut canibus! Tenera sane, o Roma, Roma, 
nutrix mihi fuisti! Tu, profecto, dedisti pauperi6o 
illi, mansueto, timido pastori-puero, cui fistulae sono 
sonus acrior prorsus erat ignotus, musculos ferreos 
atque pectus silice durius; tu eum docuisti gladium 
ducere per laminas ferreas atque anulos ex aere duro 
conflatos, cuspidemque inimicorum calefacere medullis ; 6s 
(tu eum docuisti) torquere lumina? in acerrimos 
leonis Numidici oculos ut iuvenes in puellas ridentes. 
Discipulus tuus debitum tibi solvet, donec flavus 
Tiberis ut vinum spumans rubuerit, et sanguis tuus 
fuerit congelatus in caeno eius infimo! 70 


2 Vergilius. 
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V: GLADIATORS, SLAUGHTER THE TYRANTS! 


8. Ye stand here now like giants, as ye are! The 
strength of brass is in your toughened sinews; but, 
to-morrow some Roman Adonis, breathing perfume 
from his curly locks, shall with his lily fingers pat your 

7s red brawn, and bet his sesterces upon your blood. 

go. Hark! hear ye yon lion in his den? ’Tis three 
days since he tasted flesh; but to-morrow he shall 
break his fast upon yours, — and a dainty meal for 

80 him ye will be! If ye are beasts, then stand here like 
fat oxen, waiting for the butcher’s knife! If ye are 
men, — follow me!— Strike down yon guard, gain 
the mountain-passes, and there do bloody work, as 

85 did your sires at Old Thermopylae! 

to. Is Sparta dead? Is the old Grecian spirit frozen 
in your veins, that you do crouch and cower like a 
belabored hound beneath his master’s lash? 

11. O, comrades: warriors! Thracians! —if we 

oomust fight, let us fight for ourselves! If we must 
slaughter, let us slaughter our oppressors! If we must 
die, let it be under the clear sky, by the bright waters, 
in noble, honorable battle! 
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V: TYRANNOS, GLADIATORES, CAEDITE! 


8. Statis nune hic ut gigantes, — gigantes estis! In 
duris nervis vestris robur aeris. Crastino tamen die 
Adonis quidam Romanus, cuius crispae comae unguentis 
perfusae dulces emittunt odores, candidis suis digitis 
cum leviter rutila vestra palpaverit bracchia, sestertios 75 
suos pro vestro sanguine oppignerabit. 

g. Attendite! Nonne leonem auditis in suo carcere 
frementem? Quartus hic dies ex quo gustavit carnes; 
finem cras imponet ielunio vestra carne, — quam: 
dulces illi eritis dapes! Si bestiae estis, state hic ut 80 
boves pingues lanii exspectantes cultrum! Sin estis 
viri, me sequimini! — Custodes istos percutite; con- 
tendite in montium angustias, ibique cruentum opus 
perficite: opus, dico, quod maiores vestri fecerunt ad 
Thermopylas ! 85 

10. Num Sparta mortua est? Num in venis vestris 
pristini Graecorum refrixere animi, ut more catulorum 
loris a dominis contritorum, perterriti vos demittatis? 

1z. O commilitones, o bellatores, o Thraces: si est 
pugnandum nobis, pro nobis pugnemus ipsis! Si est oo 
trucidandum, trucidemus eos, qui nos opprimunt! 
Si est moriendum, sub caelo sereno, apud aquas pellu- 
cidas, honesto certamine, moriamur ! 


Orator Latinus 


OATILINE’S DEFIANCE 


(Speech taken from GrEorGE Croty’s Tragedy: 
Catiline) 


1. Conscript Fathers! 
I do not rise to waste the night in words; 
Let that Plebeian talk; ’tis not my trade; 
But here I stand for right, — let him show proofs, — 
5 For Roman right; though none, it seems, dare stand 
To take their share with me. Ay, cluster there! 
Cling to your master, judges, Romans, slaves! 
to His charge is false ; — I dare him to his proofs. 
You have my answer. Let my actions speak! 


2. But this I will avow, that I have scorned, 
And still do scorn, to hide my sense of wrong! 
ts Who brands me on the forehead, breaks my sword, 
Or lays the bloody scourge upon my back, 
Wrongs me not half so much as he who shuts 
20 The gates of honor on me, — turning out 
The Roman from his birthright; and for what? 
(Looking round him.) 
To fling your offices to every slave! 
Vipers, that creep, where man disdains to climb, 
And having wound their loathsome track to the top, 
25 Of this huge, mouldering monument of Rome, 
Hang hissing at the nobler man below! 


Io 
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CATILINAE CONTUMACIA 


rt. Non surgo, hanc ut noctem deteram,! 
Conscripti Patres, verbis. — Garriat 
Plebéius iste; non exerceo 
Hance artem: sed hic sto, ut iura vindicem, 
Romana iura : — ille argumentis comprobet 5 
Quae criminatur — : nemo licet audeat 
Hic mecum stando meus esse socius. 
Vos istuc conglobamini!, et vestro domino 
Sic adhaerete, iudices, Romani, servuli! 
Accusat falso: probet crimen flagito ! 10 
Respondi voce ; — manus iam nunc loquitor ! 


2. Me noluisse fateor, et nolle nunc 
Celare me sentire has iniurias. 
Is qui inussit fronti meae maculam, 
Qui meum fregit gladium, 15 
Cruentis flagris dorsum mihi cénscidit, 
Dimidiam non talis intulit iniuriam, 
Quam infert ille, qui honoris aditus 
Occludit mihi, — sic ingenitis 
Romanum civem privans iuribus, — 20 
Et quo consilio? 
(Circums picit.) 
Honores vestros servis ut proiciat ! 
Serpentes illi: repunt quo vir fugit scandere ; 
Et ubi foedis contigére convolutionibus 
Iam Romae — monumenti grandis, putrefacti — verti-. 
cem, 
Inhaerent ibi; sibilant in viros nobiles, 


Qui infra rémanent ! 
1 Accentual Iambics. 


TE 
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3. Come, consecrated Lictors, from your thrones ; 
(To the Senate.) 
Fling down your scepters; take the rod and axe, 
30 And make the murder as you make the law! 


Banished from Rome! What’s banished, but set free 
From daily contact of the things I loathe? 
“Tried and convicted traitor!”” Who says this? 
35 Who'll prove it, at his peril, on my head? 
Banished! I thank you for’t. It breaks my chain! 
T held some slack allegiance tiil this hour ; 
But now my sword’s my own. 


4o 4. Smile on, my Lords! 

I scorn to count what feelings, withered hopes, 

Strong provocations, bitter, burning wrongs, 

I have within my heart’s hot cells shut up, 
45'To leave you in your lazy dignities. 

But here I stand and scoff you! here, I fling 

Hatred and full defiance in your face! 

Your Consul’s merciful. — For this, all thanks. 
so He dares not touch a hair of Catiline! 


5. “Traitor!” Igo; but I return. This — trial! 
Here I devote your Senate! I’ve had wrongs 
To stir a fever in the blood of age, 
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3. Descendite, Lictores sacri, celsis vestris sedibus ; 

Proiectis sceptris fasces sumite! 
(ad Senatum.) 

Iam caedes facite, ut leges facitis ! 30 
“Eiectus Roma !’’ — Quid est Roma éici, 
Cotidiano ni contactu erui 
Earum rerum quas fastidio? 
“Es proditor, es iudicatus, reus !’? — Quis hoc asserit ? 
Quis hoc cum vitae suae arguet periculo 35 
Adversus me? Sum pulsus in exsilium ! 
Hinc ago vobis gratias. Confracta mea vincula! 
Ad horam hanc adhaesi Romae paululum ; 
Nunc ensis meus ad me solum pertinet. 


- 4. Ridete principes! Quam sperno dicere, 40 
Qui sensus, desperationes, tumidi 
Trarum motus, quot iniuriae 
Acerbae, aestuantes, pectoris 
Medullis recludantur meis fervidis, 
Ut otiosis linquam vos honoribus. 45 
Hic sto, hic vos irrideo, hic odium 
Et contumaciam in vestras iacto facies! 
Misericors est vester Consul! — Gratias 
Rependo illi! — Catilinae tangere 
Num audet ille caput? 50 


5. “Proh, proditor!’”” Discedo; redux ero. — 
Qualis quaestio ! 

Senatum hic devoveo! Iniuriae 

Illatae mihi, quae fervere cogerent 
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55 Or make the infant’s sinews strong as steel. 
This day’s the birth of sorrow! This hour’s work 
Will breed proscriptions! Look to your hearths, my 
Lords! 
For there, henceforth, shall sit, for household gods, 
6o Shapes hot from Tartarus! all Shames and Crimes: 
Wan Treachery, with his thirsty dagger drawn; 
Suspicion, poisoning his brother’s cup; 
Naked Rebellion, with the torch and ax, 
65 Making his wild sport of your blazing thrones; 
Till Anarchy comes down on you like Night, 
And Massacre seals Rome’s eternal grave. 


7o 6. Igo; but not to leap the gulf alone. 

I go; but, when I come, 

’t will be the burst 

Of ocean in the earthquake, — rolling back 

In swift and mountainous ruin. Fare you well! 
7s You build my funeral-pile; but your best blood 

Shall quench its flame! Back, slaves! 

(To the Lictors.) 
I will return. 
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Vel senum sanguinem, vel nervos pueri 
Firmarent ferri viribus! Dolores peperit 
Haec dies! MHuius horae facinus 
Proscriptiones pariet! Cavete, domini, 
Iam vestris focis! Ibi nam pro laribus 

Ex Tartaro emissa stabunt spectra: Turpitudines 
Et cuncta Crimina: Perfidia pallidula, 
Quae sicam strinxit sitientem sanguinis ; 
Suspicio veneno fratris implens poculum ; 
Seditioque nuda, quae secures, faces adferet, 
Succensas vestras cum ludibrio 

Curules eversura sedes, dum Licentia 
Soluta lege, noctis instar, irruet 

In vos, aeterno donec Caedes tumulo 
Romanos universos consepeliet ! 


6. Discedo, non ut solus hinc insiliam 
In gurgitem. Discedo; quando redux fuero, 
Oceanus rumpetur terrae motu concitus, — 
Ruina celeri, immani, revolventur eius flumina. 
Valete! Rogum mihi struitis: 
At vester sanguis optimus 
Exstinguet flammas ; — retro, servi, cedite ! — 
(Ad Lictores.) 
Revertar iterum. 


15 
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WASHINGTON’S ADDRESS TO THE AMERICAN 
SOLDIERS BEFORE THE BATTLE OF 
LONG ISLAND (1776) 


I: VICTORY OR DEATH 


1. The time is now near at hand which must prob- 
ably determine whether Americans are to be freemen 
or slaves; whether they are to have any property they 
can call their own; whether their houses and farms 

sare to be pillaged and destroyed, and themselves con- 
signed to a state of wretchedness from which no human 
efforts will deliver them. 

2. The fate of unborn millions will now depend, 
under God, on the courage and the conduct of this 

roarmy.’ Our cruel and unrelenting enemy leaves us 
only the choice of a brave resistance, or the most 
abject submission. 

1s 3. We have, therefore, to resolve to conquer or to die. 


IT: OUR CAUSE IS JUST 


4. Our own, our country’s honor, calls upon us for 

a vigorous and manly exertion; and if we now shame- 

fully fail, we shall become infamous to the whole 

world. Let us, then, rely on the goodness of our cause, 

2zoand the aid of the Supreme Being, in whose hands 

victory is, to animate and encourage us to great and 
noble actions. 


16 
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GUASINTONIUS ANTE PUGNAM IN INSULA LONGA 
COMMISSAM MILITES ADLOQUITUR 
(A.D. MDCOLXXVI) 


I: VINCERE- DEBEMUS AUT MORI 


1. Tempus, commilitones, iam nunc proxime instat, 
quo nobis videtur statuendum, utrum cives Americani 
futuri sint liberi an servi; utrum res sint possessuri 
quas proprias sibi vocare liceat, an domus et praedia, 
quibus nunc fruuntur, diripienda sint atque evertenda, s 
ipsi autem cives mergendi in tantas miserias et aerum- 
nas, ut ex illis viribus humanis erui possint nullis. 

2. Quid tot centenis milibus hominum, qui nondum 
nati sunt, aliquando contingat, cum ex.Deo tum ex 
nostrorum militum virtute pendebit. Hostes etenim 10 
nostri vere crudeles atque immites nihil nobis relin- 
quunt nisi aut acerrimum cum illis certamen aut 
servitutem turpissimam. 

3. Statuendum, igitur, est nobis, milites, utrum 
vincere malimus an mori. 15 


II: CAUSA NOSTRA IUSTISSIMA 


4. Tum noster ipsorum honor tum patriae nostrae 
gloria strenuum a nobis laborem virilemque deposcit 
alacritatem; quodsi nunc nobis turpiter defuerimus, 
omnibus totius orbis terrarum gentibus erimus con- 
temptui. Confidamus, igitur, causae nostrae bonae; 20 
confidamus etiam auxilio Supremi illius Numinis, cuius 
est dare victoriam, ut ita ad bene fortiterque agendum 
erigamur atque corroboremur ! 
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5. The eyes of all our countrymen are now upon us; 
25 and we shall have their blessings and praises, if happily 
we are the instruments of saving them from the tyranny 
meditated against them. Let us therefore, animate 
and encourage each other, and show the whole world 
that a freeman contending for liberty on his own 
30 ground is superior to any slavish mercenary on earth. 
6. Liberty, property, life, and honor, are all at stake. 
Upon your courage and conduct rest the hopes of our 
35 bleeding and insulted country. Our wives, children, 
and parents expect safety from us only; and they 
have every reason to believe that Heaven will crown 
with success so just a cause. 


Ill: THE ENEMY’S CAUSE IS BAD 


4o 7. The enemy will endeavor to intimidate by show 
and appearance; but remember they have been re- 
pulsed on various occasions by a few brave Americans. 

8. Their cause is bad, — their men are conscious 
45of it; and, if opposed with firmness and coolness on- 
their first onset, with our advantage of works, and 
knowledge of the ground, the victory is most assuredly 
ours. Every good soldier will be silent and attentive, 
so wait for orders, and reserve his fire until he is sure of 
doing execution. 
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5. Nostratium nunc, milites, oculi omnium in nos 
sunt conversi, a quibus, si forte nostris laboribus a 25 
tyrannide sibi imminente fuerint liberati, pie colemur 
atque laudabimur. Quamobrem alii alios excitemus 
atque cohortemur, totique generi humano comprobemus 
viros vere liberos pro sua libertate in finibus suis dimi- 
cantes superiores existere quibuslibet servis mercenariis. 30 

6. Libertas agitur nostra, aguntur bona fortunae, 
agitur vita, agitur honor! Quae patria nostra, con- 
spersa cruore atque contumeliis obtrita, sperat atque 
exspectat in vestra fortitudine atque agendi ratione 
sunt posita. Nostrae enim uxores, nostri liberi, nostri 35 
parentes non nisi a nobis ipsis salutem exspectant; 
neque ulla est ratio, cur non sperent Deum Optimum 
Maximum causam tam iustam ad prosperum exitum 
esse perducturum. 


Til: HOSTIUM CAUSA MALA 


7. Quamvis hostes inani quadam virium ostenta- 40 
tione inicere nobis conentur terrores, nihilo tamen minus 
memores estote eosdem hostes a paucis lisque fortissi- 
mis militibus Americanis fuisse non semel repulsos ! 

8. Mala hostium est causa —malam esse hostes 
ipsi minime ignorant. Animo illis tranquillo et firmo 4s 
a primo impetu resistite: dubitari non licet, quin 
nos —munimentis protecti, locorum etiam scientia 
adiuti, — victoriam de illis simus reportaturi. Opti- 
mus, igitur, miles noster tacitus atque attentus cen- 
turionum iussa exspectabit neque prius in hostes tela so 
coniciet, quam certo cognoverit eadem in vanum non 
cessura. 


ae 19 


Orator Latinus 





ADDRESS OF BLACK HAWK TO 
GENERAL STREET! 


I: THE INDIANS’ WRETCHEDNESS 


1. You have taken me prisoner, with all my warriors. 
Iam much grieved; for I expected, if I did not defeat 
you, to hold out much longer, and give you more 
trouble, before I surrendered. 

5 I tried hard to bring you into ambush, but your 
last General understood Indian fighting. I determined 
to rush on you, and fight you face to face. I fought 
hard. 

ro 2. But your guns were well aimed. The bullets 
flew like birds in the air, and whizzed by our ears like 
the wind through the trees in winter. My warriors 
15 fell around me; it began to look dismal. 

3. IL saw my evil day at hand. The sun rose dim 
on us in the morning, and at night it sank in a dark 
cloud, and looked like a ball of fire. That was the 

20 last sun that shone on Black Hawk. His heart is dead, 
and no longer beats quick in his bosom. He is now a 
prisoner to the white men; they will do with him as 


1 Brack Hawk, or MA-KA-TAI-ME SHE-KIA-KIAK, Sac and Fox War- 
Chief, was the leader of Indians in Illinois, Iowa, and Wisconsin in a war 
with American Regulars and Volunteers in 1832, caused “by the white 
man’s avarice and determination to swindle the Indian out of his birth- 
right, the finest lands of Wisconsin, Missouri, and Illinois, for the usual 
‘mess of pottage. It began by the deliberate murder of the bearer of a 
white flag of truce . . . , and it ended in an ihdiscriminate massacre of 
men, women, and helpless children, while the chief and warriors were 
suing for peace, and actually trying to surrender.’’ (N.B. Wood, Lives 
of Famous Indian Chiefs.) 
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NIGER ACCIPITER DUCEM AMERICANUM A 
QUO ERAT CAPTUS ADLOQUITUR 


I: INDIANORUM MISERIA 


1. Cepisti, Dux clarissime, me et bellatores meos 
universos. Id sane me plurimum taedet.. Speraveram 
enim, si te forte superare non possem, multo diutius 
me tibi esse restiturum, et ante ditionem meam gravius 
te vexaturum. Enixe quidem conatus sum legiones 
tuas in insidias a me collocatas pertrahere; sed ultimus 
dux tuus pugnandi Indianorum rationem quam optime 
perspexerat. Quare cum impetu vos aggredi et adver- 
sis frontibus dimicare constitui. Acerrime pugnavi. 

2. Vestra tamen tormenta bellica optime nostros 
petiverunt bellatores. Glandes vestrae plumbeae volu- 
crum instar pervolabant aéra, atque, turbinum more 
hiemales silvas cum fremitu penetrantium, praeter 
aures nostras stridulae ferebantur. Milites tum mei 
ubique circa me mortem occubuerunt; tristior iam 
factus est rerum adspectus. 

3. Mortem mihi imminere intellexi. Nam sol, qui 
caliginosus nobis mane surrexerat, vespere fusca 


obumbratus nube occidit, ac velut globus igneus 


apparuit. Nigro Accipitri is ultimus illuxit sol. Cor 
Accipitris emortuum in pectore cito palpitare desiit. 
Captus est Accipiter ab hominibus pallidis, qui, prout 


Brack Hawk, at first successful in skirmishes with Major STiLtMAN’S 
forces (at Rock RivER and Sycamore CREEK, Illinois), was finally forced 
to surrender to the American General STREET at PRATRIE DU CHIEN, 
Wisconsin, Aug. 27, 1833. On this occasion, Black Hawk, an orator of 
great native power, delivered the address reproduced and translated above. 
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they wish. But he can stand torture, and is not afraid 
25of death. Heisno coward. Black Hawk is an Indian. 


Il: THE GREED .OF ALIENS THE CAUSE 
OF OUR WAR 


He has done nothing for which an Indian ought to 
be ashamed. He has fought for his countrymen, 
against white men, who came, year after year, to cheat 
them, and take away their lands. (General!), you know 

30 the cause of our making war. It is known to all white 
men. They ought to be ashamed of it. 

5. The white men despise the Indians, and drive 
them from their homes. They smile in the face of the 
poor Indian, to cheat him; they shake him by the hand, 
to gain his confidence, to make him drunk, and to 

35 deceive him. We told them to let us alone, and keep 
away from us; but they followed on and beset our 
paths, and they coiled themselves among us like the 
snake. They poisoned us by their touch. We were 
not safe. We lived in danger. We looked up to the 

4oGreat Spirit. We went to our Father. We were 
encouraged. His great Council gave us fair words and 
big promises; but we got no satisfaction: things were 
growing worse. There were no deer in the forest. 
The opossum and beaver were fled. The springs were 

4s drying up, and our squaws and papooses. without 
victuals to keep them from starving. 


III: FAREWELL, MY PEOPLE, FAREWELL! 


6. We called a great council, and built a large fire. 
The spirit of our fathers arose, and spoke to us to avenge 
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placuerit, illifacient. Sed et cruciatus potest sustinere 
neque mortem timet. Non est homo ignavus. Niger 
Accipiter est Indianus. 25 


II: BELLUM ORTUM ESSE ADVENARUM 
AVARITIA 


4. Nihil Niger Accipiter fecit, quod Indianum de- 
beret paenitere. Pro contribulibus pugnavit adversus 
pallidos advenas de anno in annum huc advectos, ut 
nos fraudibus circumventos nostris spoliarent agris. 
Neque tu ignoras, (Dux clarissime), causas belli; 30 
omnes advenae norunt. Eos est cur pudeat. 

5. Pallidi enim Indianos contemnunt, et e suis 
finibus expellunt; miseris arrident Indianis, ut eos 
defraudent dolis; dant dexteram, ut eos reddant 
credulos, inebrient, decipiant. Moniti, ut a nobis3s 
nostrisque finibus recederent, insequebantur, occupa- 
bant semitas, serpentium more in terra nostra con- 
volvebantur, suo nos corrumpebant contactu venenato. 
Tuti eramus nusquam. Inter pericula vitam degeba- 
mus; sublatis ad Magnum Spiritum oculis, ad Patrem 4° 
Patriae nos contulimus. Animus redditus est nostris: 
Senatus pulchra est locutus, pollicitus magna: votis 
nostris non obsecundavit. Res nostrae factae sunt 
peiores. Cervis carebant silvae; opossum et castor 
aufugerant; arefacti sunt fontes; mulieres nostrae et 45 
infantes alimentis quibus famem arcerent carebant. 


Til: VALE, GENS MEA, VALE! 


6. Magno convocato concilio, ignem fecimus mag- 
num. Maiorum nostrorum surrexere manes, qui nos 
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soour wrongs or die. We set up the war-whoop, and 
dug up the tomahawk; our knives were ready, and the 
heart of Black Hawk swelled high in his bosom, when 
he led his warriors to battle. He is satisfied. He will 
go to the world of spirits contented. He has done his 
5;duty. His father will meet him there, and commend 
him. Black Hawk is a true Indian, and disdains to 
cry like a woman. 
7. He feels for his wife, his children, and his friends. 
But he does not care for himself. He cares for the 
60 Nation and the Indians. They will suffer. He laments 
their fatc. Farewell, my Nation! Black Hawk tried 
to save you, and avenge your wrongs. He drank 
the blood of some of the whites. He has been taken 
prisoner, and his plans are crushed. He can do no 
6s;more. He is near his end. His sun is setting, and 
he will rise no more. Farewell to Black Hawk! 
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cohortati sunt, ut aut iniurias nostras ulcisceremur 
aut moreremur. Martiali sublato clamore, bipennem 50 
bellicum effodimus; cultri nostri erant parati; cor 
Nigri Accipitris in pectore intumuit, quum bellatores 
suos in aciem duxit. Desideria sua explevit. Con- 
tentus in terras a Spiritibus incultas decedet. Officio 
suo est perfunctus. Pater suus ibi ei ibit obyiam, ss 
eumque laudabit. Niger Accipiter vere est Indianus; 
muliebres fletus contemnit. 

7. Uxor, liberi, amici dolore eum afficiunt; de se 
ipso non est sollicitus; de sua Gente, de Indianis est 
sollicitus. Dira illi patientur. Eorum complorat fa- 60 
tum. Vale, Gens mea, vale! Accipiter Niger conatus 
est vos a ruina revocare et vestras ulcisci iniurias. 
Aliquorum hominum pallidorum potavit sanguinem. 
Captus est; frustrata consilia. Nil amplius facere 
potest. Finem vitae attigit. Sol suus éccidit neque 6s 
umquam orietur. Vale, Niger Accipiter, vale! 
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REGULUS CONFIRMS THE ROMAN SENATE 
(Original) 


I: I RETURN A PUNIC CAPTIVE 


1. Released after five years of squalor and darkness 
in my Carthaginian dungeon, not through my own 
choice but at the behest of the Carthaginians, I address 
you, Conscript Fathers, on this day in that same 
august Senate-house where I have so often roused your 

sspirit frightened by the vast numbers and the un- 
bridled ferocity of your enemies. Then I was your 
far-famed Consul, crowned with honors, most dear to 
all the Romans. Those were the days when, by the 
favor of the gods, I led your legions from victory to 
ro Victory, from triumph to triumph. 

2. Most signal honors you then justly and rightly 
showered upon me, your victorious general: you de- 
creed a triumph. Short-lived honors! Futile tri- 
umph! Fortune, that most powerful goddess, who 

1s now lifts up man’s mortal frame from the lowest depths 
of degradation, and now changes proud triumphs to 
mournful funerals,’ has suddenly, with a sharp whirr 
of her wings, snatched from us the pinnacle of glory, 
and with hateful hand has given it to the Carthagin- 
ians, the most bitter enemies of the Roman name. 2 

20 3. For on this day, cold and rainy, and sullen with 
somber clouds, I am present in your honored assembly, 
not clad in the military cloak, my brow not garlanded 
with the laurel of triumph. Clothed in the toga of 

1Cf. Hor. Carm. I, 35, 1-4. 2 Cf. Hor. Carm. I, 34, 14-16. 
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REGULUS SENATUM ROMANUM OONFIRMAT 


I: CAPTIVUS POENORUM REDEO 


1. E Carthaginiensis carceris squalore et tenebris, 
Patres Conscripti, non meo arbitrio sed voluntate 
Poenorum post quinquennium emissus, hodierno die 
in eadem vos adloquor augustissima Curia, in qua 
toties vestros erexi animos hostium ingenti numero s 
atque ferocia effrenata perterritos. Consul tum vester 
eram clarissimus, cumulatus honoribus, Romanis 
omnibus carissimus. Illis etenim temporibus, diis 
nobis faventibus, de victoriis ad victorias, de triumphis 
ad triumphos vestros duxi exercitus. I 

2. Iure merito tum quidem in me, imperatorem 
vestrum victoriis insignitum, insignes congessistis 
honores: triumphum mihi decrevistis. Breves hon- 
ores! Vanum triumphum! Fortuna, dearum po- 
tentissima, quae mortales vel de imo tollit gradu vel: 
superbos triumphos in tristia vertit funera,! cum acuto 
alarum stridore subito a nobis sustulit gloriae apicem 
eumque ad Carthaginienses, hostes Romano nomini 
infensissimos, invisa detulit manu !? 

3. Hodierno etenim die, frigido pluviis atque atris 
nubibus foedo, vestrae ego amplissimae iatersum 
coronae, neque militari indutus paludamento neque 
tempora cinctus laurea triumphali. Togatus inter 


NS 


1Cf. Hor. Carm. I, 35, 1-4: O diva (Fortuna), gratum quae regis 
Antium, / praesens vel imo tollere de gradu/ mortale corpus vel superbos 
vertere funeribus triumphos. 

2 Cf. Hor. Carm. I, 34, 14-16: hinc apicem rapax Fortuna cum stridore 
acuto/ sustulit, hic posuisse gaudet. 
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peace among citizens wearing the garb of war, a captive 
among the free, 4 man who has forfeited his rights as a 
25sCitizen among the Quirites, surrounded by Cartha- 
ginian guards and not by Roman soldiers, your Regulus 
makes the blush of shame mount to your cheeks. 

4. Oh, the shame! O great Carthage yet more 
exalted by the infamous downfall of Italy;+ Ah, 
what ruins! what defeats! What, by heaven, could 

30 bring greater shame upon free-born Romans, than to 
be captives of the Carthaginians, than to be subjected 
to the basest of slavery, than to waste away in the 
pestilential solitudes of Africa far from the wholesome 
clime of their native land? 


Ii: THE CARTHAGINIAN PROPOSAL 


5. The Carthaginians, having tasted the fickleness 
350f Fate in many: a severe defeat, resolved, either to 
confer with you on arranging peace, or, if you should 
show yourselves unwilling to make peace with them, 
to induce you, at least, to redeem the Roman prisoners 
with gold. For this.reason, the Carthaginians sent 
me—— whom they judge to be without hope and 
4o broken in spirit — back to your Curia. They thought, 
that my words would move you, my tears and wailings 
induce you, to ransom me, their noblest captive, as 
well as all the other Roman soldiers whom they have 
captured in a luckless battle, and whom death — more 
4s merciful than your enemy — has ‘hot yet taken from 
the land of the living. 


1Cf. Hor. Carm. III, 5, 38-40. 
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sagulatos, captivus inter liberos, capitis minor inter 
Quirites, circumdatus Carthaginiensi custode, non 2s 
milite Romano, Regulus vester vobis adfundit pudorem. 

4. O pudor! o magna Carthago, probrosis altior 
Italiae ruinis!4 Hei, quantas ruinas! quantag 
clades! Quid, mediusfidius, quid magis Romanos, 
amantissimos libertatis, pudeat, quam Poenorum factos 30 
esse captivos, quam pessimam servire servitutem, 
quam procul a saluberrimo Patriae caelo in pestiferis 
Africae solitudinibus languescere ? 


II: CARTHAGINIENSIUM CONSILIUM 


5. Poenis, multis iam cladibus lisque gravissimis 
Fortunae expertis mobilitatem, visum est, aut vobiscum 35 
agere de concilianda pace, aut, si inire secum pacem 
nolletis, hoc saltem vobis suadere, ut captivos Romanos 
redimeretis auro. Me, igitur, quem crudeli carceris 
foeditate deiectum spe atque fracto putant esse animo, 
Carthaginienses huc ad vestram remiserunt Curiam. 40 
Voce me vobis persuasurum credidere, fletibus etiam 
atque lacrimis vos imploraturum, ut et me ipsum, 
captivum suum nobilissimum, et reliquos omnes 
milites Romanos Marte captos adverso—et quos 
mors, mitior etiam hostibus, nondum e vivis sustulit — 4s 
e captivitate, redemptionis pretio soluto, liberaretis. 


1 Cf. Hor. Carm. II], 5, 38-40. 
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6. The Carthaginians imagined, forsooth, that the 
Romans impelled by a desire of seeing their sons, even 
now slaving in the stone-quarries of Africa, had nothing 
more at heart, than to ransom at any price their 

sosoldiery and to liberate them from their wretched 
captivity. Under the influence of this expectation, 
so disgraceful for us, so unworthy of the valor of Rome, 
the Carthaginian envoys, whose haughty words have 
just now grated on your ears, in a most eloquent 
harangue, conjured up before your eyes the sorry 

55 plight of your sons. They were not ashamed to depict 
the squalor, the misery, the tears of the captive Romans, 
and their undying longing for home and liberty. 

7. Their speech, Conscript Fathers, has stirred your 
souls. For very grief, you were hardly able to listen 

6oto them! You were mindful of the spouses who be- 
wail their husbands kept, now for so many years, far 
from their loving embrace; you were mindful also of 
the lovely children, who, bereft of their fathers, are 
bowed down with sorrow and misery; but you were 
forgetful of the Roman glory, of Roman valor, of the 
Roman spirit never yet broken in defeat: and so 

6s you have all but decreed to yield to that most abomin- 
able desire of the Carthaginians. O shame! You 
seem to consider it possible, that I too—JI, who so 
often before have routed the Carthaginians in suc- 
cessful engagements — could be brought by your tears 
and by your sighs to strengthen and confirm you 

jo through my groans and my entreaties in your resolve 
so absolutely unworthy of the Roman name. The 
gods that are forever forfend such a disaster ! 
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6. Opinati sunt, scilicet, Poeni, Romanos, filiorum 
in Africae lapidicinis laborantium desiderio permotos, 
nihil habere antiquius, quam ut milites suos vel summo 
pretio tristissima liberarent captivitate. Hac, igitur, so 
spe tam turpi, virtute Romana tam indigna, adducti 
legati Carthaginienses, quorum voces superbae modo 
aures vestras perstrinxerunt, miseram filiorum vestro- 
rum sortem eloquentissimis verbis ante vestros posuere 
oculos. Neque puduit eos captivorum Romanorum ss 
depingere squalorem, luctum, lacrimas, Patriae liber- 
tatisque desiderium inexstinguibile. 

7. Suis illi verbis, Patres Conscripti, vestros commo- 
verunt animos. Prae dolore vix eos audire potuistis ! 
Memores uxorum lugentium maritos procul a carissimo 60 
amplexu tot iam annos retentos, memores etiam dul- 
cium liberorum, qui patribus orbati aerumnis oppri- 
muntur atque miseriis, obliti tamen Romanae gloriae, 
Romanae virtutis, Romani invicti clade spiritus, 
perditissimae huic Poenorum voluntati esse cedendum 65 
vix non decrevistis. Proh pudor! Me quoque, qui 
tot olim proeliis secundis Carthaginienses fudi atque 
fugavi, vestris lacrimis, vestris. gemitibus existimare 
videmini ad hoc posse perduci, ut meis vos fletibus, 
meis supplicationibus in hoc vestro proposito, Romano 70 
nomine prorsus indigno, rédborem atque confirmem. 
Tantam dii immortales avertant calamitatem ! 
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III: REGULUS INVEIGHS AGAINST THE 
CARTHAGINIANS 


8. If I had any regard for my own.sad plight, if, 
like some noble charger broken by age and toil, I had 
75 forgotten my former valor, if I were ready to bring harm 
upon my country and its laws and upon the Roman 
character, if through fear of tortures, I should prefer 
to live in shame rather than to die with honor, then, 
indeed, Conscript Fathers, should I exhort you most 
earnestly to make peace with our enemies, to ransom 
80me with your gold, and to free from servitude at any 
price all other Roman soldiers captured by the Car- 
thaginians. But may the everlasting gods not permit 
Regulus to be so unmindful of honor, so forgetful of the 
Roman name, as to become the author of so disgrace- 
ful a deed! 
gs 9. The “Punic Perripy” is a byword among the 
nations. Do you believe, Conscript Fathers, that the 
Carthaginians, who have never yet failed to deceive 
you, are going to keep their word now? Do you 
think that lying tongues are going to speak the truth 
goand omit all double-dealing? Do you believe that the 
Carthaginians on receiving your gold will be ready to 
return your soldiers, in order that these in a new war 
may carry arms against them? Do you really imagine 
that they have gone to such a height of insanity? 
Rather see the accustomed perfidy of the Cartha- 
os ginians ! - 
1o. The Carthaginians — you know it well — by 
protracted wars have exhausted their resources; they 
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III: REGULUS IN POENOS INVEHITUR 


8. Si meam ipsius sortem miserrimam respicerem, 
si, velut nobilis equus annis et labore fractus, pristinae 
virtutis meae essem oblitus, si paratus essem inferre 7s 
iniurias Patriae, legibus, moribus Romanis, si suppli- 
ciorum metu vivere mallem cum turpitudine potius 
quam mori cum honore, vos utique, Patres Conscripti, 
vehementer cohortarer, ut pace cum hostibus facta, 
auro me redimeretis et reliquos Romanos milites a 80 
Poenis captos summo pretio e servitute liberaretis. 
At dii immortales ne permittant fieri, ut Regulus adeo 
obliviscatur honoris, adeo nominis obliviscatur Romani, 
ut tantae turpitudinis exsistat auctor! 

9. Perfidia Punica omnibus terrarum gentibus est 85 
notissima. Num vos, Patres Conscripti, creditis, 
Poenos, qui vos numquam non fefellerunt, fidem nunc 
vobis esse servaturos? Num vos arbitramini linguas 
mendaces, fraude omni subito omissa, verum esse 
prolaturas? Num vos opinamini, Carthaginienses, 90 
vestro accepto auro, re vera vobis esse reddituros 
vestros milites, ut novo bello arma contra ipsos ferant ? 
Num vos putatis, Patres Conscripti, ad hanc eos pro- 
cessisse dementiam? Potius Poenorum cognoscite 
usitatam perfidiam ! 95 

ro. Poeni, quod vos nullatenus ignoratis, protractis 
bellis pecunias exhauserunt; argento nostro indigent, 
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need our money to replenish their empty treasury 
and thus be enabled to pay off the wages long overdue 
to their mercenary troops. The Punic envoys will be 

roo glad to take your gold back to Africa with them; 
but your soldiers they will never set at liberty. Be- 
ware of perfidious enemies ! ; 


IV: REGULUS SPEAKS AGAINST THE 
RANSOM OF THE CAPTIVES 


11. Even if the Carthaginians, Conscript Fathers, 
for once forgetful of their old treachery, were willing, 
ros against all hope and expectation, to free your captive 
soldiers for a ransom of gold, yet should I, nevertheless, 
most earnestly exhort and implore you not to stain 
the fair name of Rome. 
12. ’Tis the custom of the Romans to conquer or to 
r1odie. This the illustrious examples of our ancestors 
have taught us. All enemies with whom the Roman 
people have ever engaged in war, through their pitiable 
defeats, have learned that there exists no nation braver 
than the Roman; that no people have at any time taken 
‘up arms against the Romans, and have not laid them 
115 down except stained with defeat. This, Conscript 
Fathers, is the glory of our ancestors! Relying on the 
valor of their forefathers, the Roman people believed 
no enemy to be invincible! 
13. Are you resolved to honor, as it were, by paying 
x20 their ransom in gold, those cowardly soldiers who 
surrendered themselves to treacherous enemies? Will 
you go to that length of folly as to draw ruin upon the 
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ut aerario suo repleto mercenariis copiis stipendia diu 
debita possint solvere. Aurum vestrum legati Car- 
thaginienses laeti secum in Africam reportabunt; 100 
milites vestros numquam liberabunt. Cavete hostes 
perfidos ! 


IV: REGULUS REDEMPTIONEM 
CAPTIVORUM VETAT 


11. Carthaginienses, Patres Conscripti, etiamsi per- 
fidiae suae pristinae semel obliti milites vestros auro 
redemptos praeter omnium spem et exspectationem 
vellent liberare, ego tamen nihilo minus vehementissime 
vos cohortarer atque implorarem, ne tantam in Ro- 
manum nomen congereretis ignominiam. 

12. Mos est Romanis aut vincere aut mori. Hoc 
nos docuere maiorum nostrorum exempla illustria. 
Hostes omnes, quibuscum populus Romanus armis 
conflixit, cladibus didicerunt miserrimis, nullam esse 
gentem fortiorem milite Romano; nullum umquam 
populum arma sumpsisse contra Romanos neque posu- 
isse nisi-victa. Haec, Patres Conscripti, maiorum rrs 
nostrorum gloria! Quorum innixi virtute populus 
Romanus nullum hostem putavit esse invincibilem ! 

13. An ignavos vestros milites, qui perfidis se tra- 
diderunt hostibus, auro redemptos quasi praemio 
quodam cogitatis insignire? An ad tantam_ per-120 
venietis amentiam, ut exemplo tam turpi, tam maiorum 
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whole of the Roman State by so shameful a precedent, 
one so unworthy.of the valor of our ancestors? Let the 
captive young manhood of Rome die without mercy ! 4 
—but let the valor and glory of Rome remain un- 

125 shaken ! — Yes, let the Roman soldiers die —; let them 
die, and with their flowing blood let them wash away 
the stain of their cowardice! 

14. Oh, the grief of it all! Oh, the outrageous cow- 
ardice of Roman soldiers! Scarcely, alas!, were my 
eyes able to see for tears what they were forced to 

rzoWitness at Carthage! I saw the Roman standards 
nailed to the shrines of the Carthaginians; I saw 
their weapons wrested from Roman soldiers without 
bloodshed; I saw the arms of Roman soldiers, whose 
boast is an invincible liberty, pinioned with cords upon 
their backs; I saw the gates of Carthage unclosed; 

135 I saw fields, laid waste in our battles, cultivated with 
the plow to the everlasting shame of the Roman 
name. Oh, what shame, what stains tarnish the 
Roman shield through the unutterable cowardice of 
Roman soldiers ! 


V: TRUE VALOR IS NOT WONT TO RETURN 
TO COWARDS 


15. Beware, Conscript Fathers, beware of ransoming 

r4o such soldiers with gold! See to it, that you do not add 
loss to crime! Ransomed with your gold, the Roman 
soldiers, forsooth, will return better fighters! Do you 
believe, that they will be brave, who once cowardly 


1 Cf. Hor. Carm. III, 5, 13-36. 
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indigno virtute, perniciem trahatis in totam Rem 
Publicam Romanam? Pereat captiva Romana pubes 
immiserabilis', maneant intaminatae populi Romani 
virtus et gloria! — Pereant captivi milites Romani: 12s 
pereant, et sanguine profuso ignaviae deleant maculam! | 

14. Prohdolor! Proh, militum Romanorum ignavia 
perditissima! Vix, eheu, oculi mei prae _ lacrimis 
poterant conspicere, quae facta sunt Carthagini! 
Vidi ego signa Romana adfixa templis Punicis; vidi 130 
arma militibus Romanis sine caede derepta; vidi 
civium Romanorum, quorum gloria est libertas in- 
domita, bracchia tergis retorta funibus; vidi portas 
Carthaginis non clausas; vidi arva, nostro Marte 
populata, cum Romani nominis ludibrio sempiterno, 135 
coli aratro. O, quantam turpitudinem! quantas 
contumelias congestas in Romanos clipeos nefanda 
militum Romanorum ignavia ! 


V: “VERA VIRTUS NON CURAT REPONI 
DETERIORIBUS” ? 


15. Cavete, Patres Conscripti, cavete, ne tales milites 
redimatis auro! -Cavete, ne flagitiis damnum addatis! 140 
Auro repensi, scilicet, milites Romani revertentur 
acriores! Num vos existimatis illos fortes esse futuros, 
qui semel ignavi perfidis sese crediderunt hostibus? 


1 Cf. Hor. Carm--1il, 5, 13-36. Cf. Hor. Carm:. 11,5, 20; 30. 
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surrendered themselves to treacherous enemies? Do 
145 you suppose that they who with arms tied behind their 
backs have felt the degrading lash will crush the Car- 
thaginians in future battles? You err, you err, Con- 
script Fathers, if you believe that soldiers, redeemed 
from slavery with your gold, will be brave in the 
future ! 
16. True valor, when once lost, does not usually 
tsoreturn to hearts debased with cowardice. The wool, 
once stained and soiled, though dyed with purple, 
does not regain its pristine colors, nor will the deer, 
extricated from the dense meshes of the net, show 
fight. Even so, will soldiers, once caught in the 
enemies’ nets, never recover their pristine valor and 
fighting spirit. 


VI: PERORATION 
1: The Final Counsel of Regulus 


1ss 17. I advise you, Conscript Fathers, send back 
empty-handed to Carthage these Punic envoys, branded 
with their Punic perfidy. Tell them that the Romans 
have but one voice, one sentiment, one vote: ‘‘ Never 
before have we Romans made peace with you, Cartha- 
160 ginians; we shall never do so! We know your old 
perfidy. You have thought you could replenish your 
empty treasury with our gold: false hope! empty 
expectation! Do to our captive soldiers as you 
please; there is no punishment, no torture, no manner 
of death which can wipe out the stain of cowardice. 
165 Regulus will go back with you a captive, prepared to 
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Num vos creditis eos novis proeliis Poenos esse protri- 
turos, qui restrictis post terga lacertis turpissima 
senserunt lora? Erratis, erratis, Patres Conscripti, 
si auro e servitute liberatos milites fortes futuros existi- 
matis ! 

16. Vera virtus, si semel excidit, non solet redire in 
pectora ignavia deturpata. Neque lana, maculis 
semel sordidata, amissos colores fuco medicata recipiet, 
neque cerva, densis extricata retibus, pugnabit. Neque 
milites, hostium semel irretiti plagis, pristina recuperata 
virtute, pugnabunt ! 


VI: PERORATIO 


t: Reguli Consilium 


17. Me auctore, Patres Conscripti, legatos istos 
Punicos, Punica notatos perfidia, Carthaginem, unde 
venerunt, remittite vacuos. Dicite illis unam esse 
omnium Romanorum vocem, unum suffragium, unum 
responsum: “Pacem vobiscum Carthaginienses, num- 
quam fecimus, faciemus numquam. Perspeximus ve- 
stram pristinam perfidiam. Auro nostro vacua vestra 
aeraria replere vos posse cogitatis: falsa est spes, 
inanis exspectatio! Quidquid vultis, facite nostris 
militibus captis; non est poena, non cruciatus, non 
mors quae possit delere ignaviae ignominiam. Regulus 
vobiscum captivus Carthaginem redibit, paratus mor- 
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suffer the most cruel death, rather than by a most 
disgraceful precedent mar the lustre and glory of the 
Roman name!” 


2: The Gods Protect Rome; A Prophecy 


170 18. I see, Conscript Fathers, that you are resolute 
and firm. Render thanks to the immortal gods who 
by their singular care and providence embrace and 
defend the Roman Republic. They have decreed 
that Rome, your Rome, the Queen of the whole world, 
shall stand for all ages to come. Within a few years 

175 you will engage in new wars with Carthage. Then, 
mindful of our tortures, of our sorrows, of our most 
bitter death, you will fight the Carthaginians to a 
finish; when you have utterly defeated them, you 
shall exterminate them with fire and sword. Carthage 
herself you shall demolish to her very foundations. 

180 You shall not spare the aged nor the youths: you shall 
tread under foot the pride of the enemy and his perfidy. 
After the destruction of Carthage you will carry your 
arms and your victorious Eagles over the entire surface 
of the earth! Farewell! 
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tem subire acerbissimam potius quam exemplo suo 
turpissimo commaculare nominis Romani honorem et 
gloriam.” 


2: Dii Romam Protegunt; Vaticinium 


18. Confirmatos video, Patres Conscripti, vestros 170 
animos! Diis immortalibus gratias agite, qui singul- 
ari providentia et cura Rem Publicam Romanam custo- 
diunt et protegunt; qui Romam, vestram Romam, 
orbis terrarum Reginam, sempiternam fore decreve- 
runt. Paucis abhinc annis cum perfidis Poenis iterum 175 
armis confligetis. Memores tum poenarum nostrarum, 
nostrorum dolorum, nostrae mortis acerbissimae, 
Carthaginienses debellabitis; debellatos ferro et igni 
delebitis. Carthaginem ipsam funditus_ evertetis. 
Non parcetis senibus, non iuvenibus — superbos hostes 180 
atque perfidos pedibus vestris conteretis. Devicta 
Carthagine, arma vestra et aquilas victores per totum 
feretis orbem terrarum! Valete! 
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CORIOLANUS 
ACT YY 
SCENE 5 

Corioli: A Public Place 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, with attendants. 
Auf. Go tell the lords o’ the city I am here: 
Deliver them this paper: having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place; where I 
Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears, 
s Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse 
The city ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words: dispatch. 
(Exeunt attendants.) 
Enter three or four conspirators of Aufidius’ faction. 
1o Auf. Most welcome! 
First Con. How is it with our general? 
Auf. Even so 
As with a man by his own alms empoison’d, 
And with his charity slain. 
ts ec. Con: Most noble sir, 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
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CORIOLANUS 
ACTUS QUINTUS 


SCAENA QUINTA 
Coriolis: In Foro 
Accedunt Tullus Aufidius cum aliquot pedisequis. 


Auf. Euntes urbis nuntiate optimatibus 
Me rediisse.1 Tradite has litteras. 
Quum legerint, in forum illos ducite, 
Ut ibi coram illis atque civibus, 
Quam vera sint quae scripsi, arguam. as 
Coriolanus — ita criminor — 
Ingressus portis 7 urbem nostram interim 
Vult apud plebem ipse verba facere, 
Ut, sicut sperat, purget se. Procedite! 


(Exeunt.) 


Accedunt tres vel quatuor coniurati ex Aufidii factione. 


Auf. Salvete plurimum ! 10 
Coni. I. Qui noster dux se habet? 
Auf. Sicut vir, 


Qui venenatus suis est muneribus, 
Confectus suis bene factis. 
Coni. 2. Dux amplissime, 15 
Eandem si nunc meditaris rem, 
Quam nos iussisti tecum exsequi, 
Te tuo liberabimus periculo quam maximo. 


1 Cf. versum 61. 2 portis, ablat. instrum. 
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Auf. Sir, I cannot tell: 
20 We must proceed as we do find the people. 


Third Con. The people will remain uncertain whilst 
*Twixt you there’s difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 


25 Auf. I know it; 
And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
30 Mine honor for his truth: who being so heighten’d, 
He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends; and, to this end, 
He bow’d his nature, never known before 
35 But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 4 


Third Con. Sir, his stoutness ? 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping — 


Auf. That I would have spoken of : 

4o Being banish’d for ’t, he came unto my hearth; 

Presented to my knife his throat: I took him; 

Made him joint servant with me; gave him way 

In all his own desires; nay, let him choose 
45 Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 

My best and freshest men; serv’d his designments 

In my own person; holp to reap the fame 


1 free, i. e., from restraint, claiming his rights, independent. 
2 stoutness = pride, arrogance. 
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Auf. Incerta res: pro mente civium 
Agendum est. 


Cont. 3. Incerti cives, dum eligere 
Aut temet aut Coriolanum poterunt ; — 
At alter si ceciderit, tum alterum 
Heredem reddet omnium. 


Auf. Hoc non ignoro; atque mea ratio, 
Cur illum interficiam, 
In bonam partem potest accipi; 
Hunc ego elevavi, interposui 
Honorem meum in illius fidem: 
Sic magnus factus plantas suas teneras 
Rigavit rore adulationis, comites 
Seducens meos; quod ut faceret, 
Natura flexa humilem se praebuit, 
Quem asperum, invictum, iuris sui vindicem 
Ad tempus illud noveram. 


Cont. 3. Cum sit superbus, domine, 
Quum consulatum peteret, non potuit 
Se flectere, et hinc repulsam retulit — 


Auf. Hoc ipse memorare volui: 
Tum, ergo, exsul nostros lares petiit ; 
Et nostro cultro suum offert iugulum: 
Recepi; meum feci comitem ; 
Habenas dedi cunctis desideriis ; 

Quin licuit acerrimos seligere 

E turmis meis viros et quam optimos, 
Ut, quae petebat, faceret; tum egomet 
Servivi eius rebus meis viribus ; 
Adiuvi, fructus ut perciperet ; 
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Which he did end all his; and took some pride 
so To do myself this wrong: till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner; and 

He wag’d me with his countenance, as if 

I had been mercenary. 


First Con. So he did, my lord: 
55 The army marvel’d at it; and, in the last, 
When we had carried Rome, and that we look’d 
For no less spoil than glory, — 


Auf. There was it; 
For which my sinews shall be stretch’d upon him. 
60 At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labor 
Of our great action. 
Therefore shali he die, 
And [ll renew me in his fall. But, hark! 


(Drums and trumpets sound, with great shouts of the 
people.) 
First Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post, 
6s And had no welcome home; but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noise. 


Sec. Con. And patient fools, 
7o Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear 
With giving him glory. 
Third Con. | Therefore, at your vantage, 
Ere he express himself, or move fhe people 
75 With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
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Quos solus tum collegit; et quodammodo 

Est gloriatus nostra de iniuria ; 50 
Ac denique sum visus eius servulus, 

Non comes; arridendo mihi reddidit 

Mercedem, quasi essem mercenarius. 


Cont. t. Id ipsum fecit, princeps illustrissime ! 
Quam milites mirati sunt! Quum denique, 53 
Potiti Roma, nobis quaerimus exuvias 
Non minus quam honores — 


Auf. agit ita, ut 
In eum nostros nervos intendamus acriter. 
Mulierum pro paucis lacrimis, quae viles sunt 60 
Ut sunt mendacia, cruorem nostrum vendidit, 
Labores bellicos: hinc mori debet; ipse me reficiam 
Thus clade. St! attendite! 


(Tympanorum et tubarum sirepitus; magni civium 
clamores.) 


Cont. r. Ut nuntius tu tuum oppidum ingressus es, 
Non salutarunt cives te; is rediens 65 
Diffindit strepitu hunc vastum aéra. 


Cont. 2. Proh! stulti, patientes homines, 
Quos liberis orbavit ille, nunc 
Misella guttura, ut eum laudent, 
Dissecant. 70 


Cont. 3. Cum tuo, ergo, commodo, 
Priusquam loqui possit, populum 
Movere verbis, aciem persentiat 
Mucronis tui, quem iuvabimus, 
Et humi cum iacebit, enarrabis res, 75 
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After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 


Auf. Say no more: 
Here come the lords. 


(Enter the lords of the city.) 
80 Lords. You are most welcome home. 


Auf. I have not deserv’d it. 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’a 
What I have written to you? 


_ Lords. We have. 


85 First Lord. And griev’d to hear’t, 
What faults he made before the last, I think 
Might have found easy fines; but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 

go With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding, this admits no excuse. 


Auf. We approaches: you shall hear him. 


(Enter CorRIoLANUS with drums and colors; a crowd 
of CITIZENS with him.) 


os Cor. Hail, lords! I am return’d your soldier ; 
No more infected with my country’s love 
Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
too That prosperously I have attempted and 
With bloody passage led your wats even to 
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Et res narratae modo tuo, consepelient 
Illius causas et corpusculum. 


Auf. St! st! tacete nunc: 
En, optimates veniunt. 


(Adveniunt urbis optimates.) 
Principes. Salvere domi te iubemus plurimum. 80 


Auf. Id non sum meritus. 
At, principes gravissimi, quae scripsi, vos 
Legistis iam attentis animis? 
Principes. Jam legimus. 
Princ. tr. Et cum dolore legimus. 85 
Quae fecit ante scelus ille ultimum, 
Sint levi forsan digna poena; ibi quod 
Cessavit, unde debuit incipere, 
Quod dissipavit nostri belli commoda, 
Quod nostris nos impensis onerat, 90 
Quod foedus fecit, etsi hostes cederent, 
Purgari ista possunt minime. 


Auf. En, appropinquat: audietis hominem. 


(Intrat Coriolanus cum tympanis et signis; multis 
stipatus civibus.) 


Cor. Salvete, optimates ornatissimi! 
En, vester miles redii; affectus haud 95 
Maiore patriae amore, quam quo hinc 
Profectus sum; adhuc obedio 
Mandatis vestris. Hoc scitote, igitur, 
Me bene rem coepisse, iam 
Ad ipsas Romae portas, cursu sanguine 100 
Consperso, me tulisse vestrum bellum. Spolia, 
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The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought home 
Do, more than counterpoise a full third part 
The charges of the action. We have made peace 
105 With no less honors to the Antiates 
Than shame to the Romans; and we here deliver, 
Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal of the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 


1x0 Auf. Read it not, noble lords; 
But tell the traitor in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers. 


Cor. Traitor! How now? 


Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 
ry Cor. Marcius! 
Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius. Dost thou 
think 


I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanus in Corioli? 

120 You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up, 
For certain drops of salt, your city Rome, 

I say ‘your city,’ to his wife and mother ; 
Breaking his oath and resolution like 

125 A twist of rotten silk, never admitting 
Counsel o’ the war, but at his nurse’s tears 
He whin’d and roar’d away your victory, 

130 That pages blush’d at him, and‘men of heart 

' Look’d wondering each at other. 
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Quae reportavimus, plus parte tertia, 

Argentum bello hoc consumptum superant. 

Nos pacem fecimus, quae Antiatibus 

Non est minori gloriae, quam est 105 
Romanis contumeliae. En, vobis tradimus 

Subscriptum a consulibus et a patriciis, 

Sigillo quoque obsignatum senatorio, 

Quod cum Romanis nos pepegimus. 


Auf. Nolite, principes clarissimi, hoc legere ; 110 
Sed proditori dicite, quam maxime 
Abusum vestra esse se potentia. 
Cor. Quid? proditor? Quid tibi vis? 
Auf. Sic, proditor! Marci! 
Cor. Marci! 115 
Auf. Sic, Marci, Cai Marci! Num tu cogitas 
Me insignire te “Coriolani”’ nomine, 
Coriolis quod tu furatus es? 
Illustres civitatis principes, 
Perfidiose vestram ille causam prodidit, 120 
Et pro perpaucis salis guttulis 
Is vestram urbem Romam, “vestram urbem” repeto, 
Uxori atque matri suae prodidit ; 
Et rupit sacramentum et consilium, 
Ut torta, putrefacta fila serica : 125 
Castrensi numquam usus est consilio ; 
Sed, ob nutricis lacrimas, victoriam 
Cum fletu vestram perdidit et fremitu, 
Ut cum rubore pueri in illum oculos 
Converterent et fortes viri inter se 130 
Adspicerent mirantes. 
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Cor. Hear’st thou, Mars? 
Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears. 
Cor. Ha!! 


133 Auf. No more. 


Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 

Too great for what contains it. Boy! O slave! 
Pardon me, lords, ’tis the first time that ever 

1401 was force’d to scold. Your judgments, my grave 

lords, : 

Must give this cur the lie: and his own notion — 
Who wears my stripes impress’d upon him, that 

145 My beating to his grave — shall join 
To thrust the le unto him. 


First Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 


Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volsces; men and lads, 
150 Stain all your edges on me. Boy! False hound! 
If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dovecote, I 
Flutter’d your Volscians in Corioli: 
155 Alone I did it. Boy! 


Auf. Why, noble lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 
160’For your own eyes and ears? 


1“Ha”; supply: “I, a boy?” 
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Cor. Haec audisne, Mars? 

Auf. Ne deum hunc commemores, 0 lacrimose puer ! 
Cor. Ha!—puer? 

Auf. Nihil amplius ! 135 


Cor. Proh! pestis mendacissima!  . 
Fecisti maius meum cor quam pectus est, 
Quo continetur. — “Puer!” Servule! 
Ignoscite, o principes, hoc primum equidem 
Vituperare cogor. Vestra iam iudicia, 140 
Praeclari principes, vilissimum 
Hunc canem arguent mendacii: 
Ipsius atque conscientia — 
Nam mea verbera impressa dorso suo fert, 
Et ad sepulchrum deferet, — 145 
Non minus hunc mendacem arguet. 


Princ. 1. Pax inter vos! Audite me loquentem! 
Pax! 


Cor. In frusta me secate, Volsci, viri, pueri! 
Cruore meo vestros enses tingite. 150 
Ha, “puer !”’ — false catule! 
Annales tuos si scripsisti vere, — 
Ut aquila in columbario 


Coriolis dispersi tuos Volscos ; — equidem 
Hoc feci solus. — ‘‘ PuER!”’ 155 
Auf. Principes gravissimi, 


Cur vultis hic iactator perditissimus 

Hanc caecam suam referat 

Fortunam — vobis quae dedecori 

Tum fuit — nunc ad aures vestras, oculos? 160 
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Cons pirators. Let him die for’t. 


All the People. Tear him to pieces. — Do it pres- 
ently. — 
He killed my son. — My daughter. 
He kill’d my cousin Marcus. — 
165 — He kill’d my father. 


Sec. Lord. Peace, ho! no outrage: peace! 
The man is noble and his fame folds in 
This orb o’ the earth. His last offences to us 
170 Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 


Cor. O! that I had him, 
With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe, 
175 To use my lawful sword! 


Auf. Insolent villain ! 
Conspirators. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him! 
(AuFIDIuS and the CONSPIRATORS draw, and kill Corto- 
LANUS, who falls: AUFIDIUS stands on his body.) 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold! 
Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 


180 First Lord. O Tullus! 
Second Lord. ‘Thou hast done a deed whereat valor 
will weep. 
Third Lord. Tread not upon him. Masters all, be 
quiet. 


Put up your swords. 


185 Auf. My lords, when you shall know, —as in this 
rage, 
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Omnes Cont. Proinde moriatur! 


Omnes Cives. ‘Dilanietur! Sine mora agite!” 


“Confecit meum filium,” “ Occidit meam filiam,”’ 
“Sobrinum mihi Marcum sustulit,” 
“‘Perémit meum patrem gladio.” 165 


Princ. 2. Pax,ho! Iniuriis iam parcite! 
Est iste nobilis et eius fama ambitum 
Pervadit mundi. — In offensas eius ultimas 
In nos patratas mox iudicio 
Forensi inquiretur. — Atfidi, 170 
Desiste, pacem ne turbaveris! 
Cor. Oh, utinam tenérem illum meis manibus 
Et sex vel plures nunc eiusmodi 
Aufidios, ut meo iusto gladio 
Ferirem ! 175 


Auf. Pestem mendacissimam ! 
Ommnes Coni. Occide, caede, caede hunc! 


(Coniurati strictis ensibus interfictunt CORIOLANUM; 
AUFIDIUS stat in eius cor pore.) 


Princ. Desistite, desistite ! 

Auf. Audite me loquentem, principes! 

Prine. ft. O Tulle, — 180 
Princ. 2. Quod fecisti, fletus excitabit fortium. 


Princ. 3. unc pede noli tangere! O domini, 
Vos omnes iam quiescite! mucrones condite! 
Auf. Cum, principes, noveritis, — 
Quod nosse non potestis nunc, ad rabiem 185 
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Provok’d by him, you cannot, — the great danger 
Which this man’s life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honors 

190 To call me to your senate, I'll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 


First Lord. Bear from hence his body: 
And mourn you for him! Let him be regarded 
t95 As the most noble corse that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 


Sec. Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let’s make the best of it. 

200 Auf. My rage is gone, 
And I am struck with sorrow. Take him up: 
Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers; I’ll be one. 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully ; 
Trail your steel pikes. Though in this city he 

205 Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memory. 
Assist ! 


(Exeunt, bearing the body of CortoLANus. A dead 
march sounded.) 
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Ab isto provocati, — maximum periculum, 
Cui vivus ille vos exposuit, 

Quod sic sublatus sit gaudebitis. 

Si placet, ad Senatum iubeatis me 

Venire; vobis tradam fidelissimum 

Me servum, ac gravissimum 

Supplicium subibo. 


Princ. t. Hine corpus tollite; ipsum luctu colite; 
Putetur istud corpus nobilissimum, 
Quod umquam praeco prosecutus est 
Ad bustum. 


Princ. 2. Quod erat tam impatiens, 
Aufidium a culpa paene liberat. 
Vertamus hoc in partes optimas ! 


Auf. FElapsa ira mihi est; percutior 
Dolore. Istum tollite: tres milites 
Fortissimi, me adiuvate; vester ego socius. 
Tu pulsa tympanum, ut cantus edat lugubres: 
Demittite vos hastas ferreas. 

Privarit, licet, hic maritis atque liberis 
E nostro oppido matronas plurimas, 
Quae hanc ad horam dolent de iniuria, 
Is tamen non carebit monumento nobili. 
Me adiuvate, milites ! 


(Exeunt, portantes CoRIOLANI corpus; Cantus funebris.) 
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IPOS CIS ey (util tessa tla 





ACT IV 
SCENE 3 (1 - 140) 





THE QUARREL of BRUTUS and CASSIUS 


PACT Lal Wall ey AGUA nites’ aNARe 





ACTUS QUARTI 
SCAENA TERTIA (1 — 140) 





BRUTI et CASSIT ALTERCATIO 


Orator Latinus 


JULIUS OAESAR 
AC Te Ly: 


SCENE 3 
Brutus’s tent 
Enter Brutus and Cassius. 


Cas. That you have wrong’d me doth appear in this: 
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my letters, praying on his side 
s Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 
Bru. You wrong’d yourself to write in such a case. 
Cas. In such a time as this it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his comment. 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
ro Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeservers. 
Cas. Tan itching palm 
You know that you are Brutus that speaks this, 
ts Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 
Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
Cas. Chastisement ! 
Bru. Remember March, the, ides of March re- 
20 member : 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake ? 
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab, 
And not for justice? What, shall one of us, 
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Orator Latinus 


IULIUS CAESAR 
ACTUS QUARTUS 


SCAENA TERTIA 
In Bruti Tentorio 
Veniunt Brutus et Cassius. 


Cas. Iniuriam a te illatam mihi esse sic cognoscitur : 
Damunasti atque denotasti Pellam Lucium, 
A Sardianis quod corruptus sit ; 
Et meae litterae, pro illo quibus deprecatus sum, — 
Nam virum noveram, — derisae sunt. 5 
Bru. Quod sic scripsisti, nocuisti tibimet. 
Cas. Hoc tempore non convenit 
Offensam parvam obiurgari quamlibet. 
Bru. 'Tu quoque, Cassi, — sine me hoc dicere —, 
A multis accusaris quod sis manu avida, Io 
Honores vendas auro et mercede tribuas 
Indignis viris. 


Cas. Ego manu avida? 
Tu scis te esse Brutum, qui sic loqueris, 
Per deos! secus forent verba ista tua ultima ! 1s 


Bru. Honestat hanc corruptionem nomen Cassii, 
Hinc Poena caput suum condidit. , 

Cas. Quid? Poena? 

Bru. Memento mensis Martii; oh, Idus recordare 

Martias ! 20 

Non Magnus luliusiustftiae catisa fudit suum sanguinem ? 
Ha, quis audacter corpus eius tetigit, quis fodit gladio, 
Non ut iustitiam defenderet? Iam nos, 
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25 That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much trash as may be grasped thus? 

30 had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 

Than such a Roman. 
Cas. Brutus, bait not me; 
Tl not endure it: you forget yourself 
To hedge me in; I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not, Cassius. 
Cas. Tam. 
Bru. say you are not. 

40 Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 

Have mind upon your health, tempt me no farther. 
Bru. Away, slight man! 
Cas. Is’t possible? 

45 Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares? 

Cas. O ye gods, ye gods! must I endure all this? 
Bru. All this! ay, more: fret till your proud heart 
50 break : 
Go show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge? 
Must I observe you? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the gods, 
ss You Shall digest the venom of your spleen, 


66 


Orator Latinus 





Qui primum civium cecidimus, 25 
Latrones quod adidivit, — nosmet ipsi iam 
Corruptione turpi manus maculabimus? 
Honorum nos vendemus amplum ambitum 
Re vili, sic quae possit colligi? 
Ah, canis esse, allatrare lunam malo equidem, 30 
Romanus esse quam eiusmodi! 

Cas. O Brute, noli allatrare me! 
Non patiar: es tui ipse immemor, 
Si sic me cingis; miles egomet, 
Diutius exercitatus, aptior quam tu 35 
Conditionibus constituendis. 

Bru. Sat ést: o Cassi, non es talis vir. 

Cas. At, ego sum. 


Bru. Non esse dico equidem. 
Cas. Urgere desine, ne dignitatis meae filam im-4o 
meror ! 


Saluti tuae prospice, ne ultra me tentaveris! 

Bru. Hine, vir ignobilis! 

Cas. Itane vero? 

Bru. Me audi: volo loqui iam. 45 
Num pervicaci animo sic tuo cedam? 
Aut esse territus dum stupet vir insaniens? 

Cas. O dii, dii, tanta memet perpeti! 

Bru. Sic, tanta, immo plura: freme, cor rumpatur 

dum superbiens! 50 

I, servulis ostende, quam sis pervicax, 
Mancipiis tremorem inice! Cedendum mihi est? 
Te observare debeo? me flectere, 
Quod tam morosus es? Per deos superos, 
Livoris tui tu venenum ipse digeres, 55 
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Though it do split you; for, from this day forth, 
T'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 
Cas. Is it come to this? 
60 Bru. You say you are a better soldier: 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me well: for mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Cas. You wrong me every way; you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 
6s I said, an elder soldier, not a better: 
~ Did says better’ ¢ 


Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Cas. When Caesar liv’d, he durst not thus have 
mov’d me. 

Bru. Peace, peace! you durst not so have tempted 
him. 

yo Cas. Idurst not! 

Bru. No. 

Cas. What, durst not tempt him! 

Bru. For your life you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love; 


7s 1 may do that I shall be sorry for. 
Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats, 
For I am arm’d so strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle,wind, 
80 Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me: 
For I can raise no money by vile means: 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
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Disrumpat quamyis te: ex hodierno enim die tu 
Delectamento mihi eris, immo risui, 
Quum stomachosus fueris. 

Cas. Ad hoc pervénimus ? 

Bru. ‘Te meliorem esse dicis militem : 60 
Ostende: et quod iactas, verum esse comproba! 
Placebit valde: me quod attinet, 

Tuvabit discere e viro nobili. 
Cas. Iniuriam tu mihi infers, Brute, quamlibet ; 


Me seniorem dixi, at non meliorem militem : 65 
Dixine “meliorem”’ ? 
Bru. ; Nihil curo, etsi istud dixeris. 


Cas. Me sic movere licuit nec Caesari, cum viveret. 
Bru. Pax! pax! nec tibi sic tentare Caesarem. 
Cas. Non licuit? 7° 
Bru. Non licuit ! 
Cas. Non licuit tentare ita Caesarem ? 
Bru. Periclo vitae tuae tibi hoc non licuit! 
Cas. Amore meo fisus ne quid nimis audeas; 
Aut faciam, de quo dolebo postea. 75 
Bru. Fecisti rem de qua dolere debeas ; 
Non inest, Cassi, terror verbis tuis tam minacibus; 
Nam honestatis armis ita firme munior, 
Ut me praetereant velutsi venti vacui, 
Quos nihil curo. Ad te misi etenim, 80 
Ut auri dares mihi summas aliquot, quas denegasti; 
Non possum vili arte quaerere pecuniam. 
Per deos, potius ex corde meo nummos facerem 
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And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
85 From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any indirection: I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me: was that done like Cassius? 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
90 To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts ; 
Dash him to pieces! 
Cas. I denied you not. 
Bru. You did. 
os Cas. I did not: he was but a fool that brought 
My answer back. Brutus hath riv’d my heart: 
A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. Ido not, till you practice them on me. 
roo Cas. You love me not. 
Bru. Ido not like your faults. 
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 
tos Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world; 
Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother ; 
Check’d like a bondman; all his faults observ’d, 
110 Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote, 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breast; within, a heart 
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Et drachmas ex manante meo sanguine, 

Quam extorquere duris colonorum manibus 85 
Argentum vile faudibus. Ad te sed misi postulans, 

En, aurum, quo militibus persolverem stipendia, — 

Tu mihi denegasti: num egisti, uti agit Cassius? 

Si Marcus Brutus fiat ita avidus, 

Ut viles nummos condat amicorum procul facie, go 
Parati, di, estote! omni vestro fulmine; 

In frusta eum dissecate ! 


Cas. 
Bru. 
Cas. 


Nil negavi tibi. 
Negasti tamen. 
Non negavi; stultus erat nuntius 95 


Responsum meum referens; cor meum Brutus discidit : 
Amici ferre debent amicorum vitia ; 
Sed Brutus auget mea crimina. 


Bru. 
Cas. 
Bru. 
Cas. 
Bru. 


Non augeo, priusquam illa in me verteris. 

Non amas me; 100 
Non amo tua vitia. 

Amici oculi non vident ea vitia. 

Non videt adulator, quamvis haec appareant 


Praealta sicut Mons Olympus. 


Cas. 


Antoni, veni; veni, O Octavi iuvenis, 105 


De solo Cassio iam poenam sumite, 

Nam vitae taedet Cassium ; 

Quem amo, ille odit me; a fratre provocor ; 

Ut servus sic cohibeor; et observantur mea vitia, 

Libello inscribuntur, committuntur et memoriae, 110 
Et coram recitantur. Possem lacrimis 

Fundendis detergere meum animum! En, meus pugio, 
Et pectus meum nudum; intus cor 
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Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold: 
trs If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth; 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart: 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar; for, 1 know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst him 
better 
Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius. 
120 ©6 Bru. - Sheathe your dagger: 
Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire; 
25 Who, much enforced shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 
Cas. Hath Cassius liv’d 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief and blood ill-temper’d vexeth him? 
130 Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper’d too. 
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your 


hand. 
Bru. And my heart too. 
Cas: O Brutus! 
Bru. What’s the matter? 


135 Cas. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour which my mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius ;..and, from henceforth, 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
140 He’ll think your mother chides, and leaves you so. 
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Fodina Pluti carius et auro opulentius: 
O sume illud, si Romanus es; 11s 
Qui aurum denegavi, meum dabo cor: 
Jam feri uti percussisti Caesarem; scio etenim, 
Te persequentem eum d6dio maximo, amasse carius 
Quam unquam Cassium. 
Bru. | Reconde pugionem ; 120 
Tratus esto quando voles; datur irae spatium ; 
Fac, quod placebit; post infamia vocabitur morositas : 
O Cassi, iugo tu coniunctus agno es, 
Qui iram fert, ut silex ignem; 


En, saepe excitatus, dat scintillam celerem, 125 
Et statim refrigescit. 
Cas. Vixit Cassius, 


Ut gatidio ésset Bruto atque risui, 
Dum dolor vexat me et ardor sanguinis? 
Bru. Cum illud dicerem, vexavit malum me in- 130 
genium. 
Cas. Tutantum confiteris? Manum tuam mihi da! 
Bru. Et meum cor. 
Cas: OQ Brute! 
Bru. Ah, quid rei est? 135 
Cas. Non tibi sat amoris est, ut bene patiaris me, 
Quum acer meus animus, qui matris donum est, 
Ut mei obliviscar efficit ? 
Bru. Sic, Cassi; — abhinc, igitur, 
Quum tu in Brutum fueris severior, 140 
Vituperare matrem cogitans, nil faciam. 


73 


THIRD PART 
LATIN ODES 


PARS TERTIA 
CARMINA LATINA 


Orator Latinus 


THE VOICE OF CREATURES 


Epwarp F. Garescaé, S.J. 


Oh, wonder of the commonest things of God! 
The lowliest of His works can startle thought 
Beyond pursuit of words. A power as vast 
Dances yon dust-mote whirling in the ray 

5 As stirs the star-dust o’er us. Every touch 
Of timid green that bids young Spring good-morn 
Hath in its juicy veins life’s miracle. The sun 
That veils his western fires is not so strange 
As the dim worm his swift declining gleam 
Sees glittering in the grass. Far swung aloft 
The swallows circle in their evening skies — 

10 Who bears them, freed from earth? Oh, in the deep 
Of yonder melting clouds, and in the far 
Pure fields of air, and in the quiet world, 
The answer sings and murmurs to mine ears, 
With voice of winds and birds and leafy groves; 

15 Soft, whispering accents, clear to him who lists, 
Chorus eternal, “Praise our maker, God!” 


1 The World and the Waters, p. 13. Used by permission of the 
publishers. 
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IPSE FECIT NOS 


Quam mirae Domini minimae res iure videntur ! 
Quam mentes vigiles ima docere valent ! — 

Invia vocibus haec: eadem movet Alma Potestas 
Auram pulveream, quae movet astra polis. 


Quaevis herba virens verno sic tempore venis 5 
Succosis vitae mira stupenda tegit. 

Qui velat radios sol Hesperios, minor ille 
Vermiculo occiduum conspiciente iubar. 


Celsius, ecce, volat cito vespertina et hirundo — 
Semotam terris aére quis tenet hanc? to 
Nubes fulgentes velut auri massa liquentis, 
Caelorum tractus, mundus et iste silens 


Responsum stillant in aures murmure blando 
Per voces volucrum, turbinis aut nemorum ; — 
Mites hae voces attentis auribus inflant : 15 
“Fecit nos Dominus; gloria sola Deo!” 


is 


Orator Latinus 





LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT! 


JouN CARDINAL NEWMAN 


Lead, kindly Light, amid th’ encircling gloom, 
Lead Thou me on! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home; 
Lead Thou me on! 
s Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene; one step enough for me. 


I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on; 
I loved to choose and see my path; but now 
10 Lead Thou me on! 
I loved the garish day, and spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will. Remember not past years! 


So long Thy power has blest me, sure it still 
Will lead me on 
rs O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone, 
And with the morn those Angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile! 
1A rhythmical Latin translation (in the meter of the original) of 


“Lead, Kindly Light” is published in Musa Americana, Second Series, 
p. 34, and in Roy Flickinger’s ‘‘ Carmina Latina.” 
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DULCE MICANS LUMEN 
(Paraphrasis) 


Dulce micans Lumen, miti splendore coruscum, 
Densas per tenebras me rege luce tua! 

Nox tegit atra polos: procul a patria vagus erro — 
Errantem profugum dirige, dulce Iubar ! 

Succurras pedibus: non quaero visere terram 5 
Distantem; satis est unicus, ecce, gradus. 


Is non semper eram; non supplex usque rogabam : 
“Immortale Iubar, me rege luce tua !”’ 

Complacuitque prius mihimet proponere cursum, 
Seligere atque viam: nunc rege, Lumen, iter! 10 

Caecantemque diem redamans timidusque superba 
Mente agor: haud revoca tempora praeterita ! 


Usque tuebatur tua me Suprema Potestas ; 
Abhinc, nil dubito, me teget, atque reget 

Per limosa pedem, per devia saxa, per altos 15 
Torrentes, dum nox fugerit atra polis; 

Angelici et vultus — veniente die — mihi blande 
Rident, quos redamo perdideramque modo, 
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Orator Latinus 


NOW 


ADELAIDE A. PROCTOR 


Rise! for the day is passing, 

And you lie dreaming on; 

The others have buckled their armor, 
And forth to the fight are gone : — 

A place in the ranks awaits you, 
Each man has some part to play; 
The Past and the Future are nothing, 
In the face of the stern To-day. 


Rise from your dreams of the Future — 
Of gaining some hard-fought field ; 

Of storming some airy fortress, 

Or bidding some giant yield; 

Your Future has deeds of glory, 

Of honor (God grant it may !) ; 

But your arm will never be stronger, 

Or the need so great as To-day. 


Rise! if the Past detains you, 

Her sunshines and storms forget ; 

No chains so unworthy to hold you 
As those of a vain regret : — 

Sad or bright, she is lifeless ever, 

Cast her phantom arms away, 

Nor look back save to learn the lesson 
Of a nobler strife To-day. 


Orator Latinus 


CAVE MORAM!! . 


Surge! crescit enim dies, 

Somnians recubas adhuc; 

Praecincti reliqui suis 
Armis proelia quaerunt. 


Manet teque acies tua, 5 
Partes quisque habet hic suas ; 
Nil sunt Postera, nil Prius 

Prae die acri hodierno. 


Surge! fingere somnians 
Triumphos fuge posteros ; 10 
Arces fictitias cave 

Captes atque Gigantes ! 


Dabunt Postera gloriam 

Honoremque (velit Deus!) ; 

Numquam bracchia plus valent ; 15 
Nil mage atque Hodie urget. 


Surge! praeteritos fuga 
Soles et pluvias procul! 
Nulla vincula sunt minus 
Vano digna dolore. 20 


Fulgens Praeteritum aut nigrum 
Mortuum est; remove arma, age, 
Ficta! respicis ut modo, 
Disce hoc: Nunc Tua Pucna! 
1 Metrum Glyconéum; vide CaTULLI carmen 34: DIANAE SuUMUS IN 


Fine. Incipit metrum vel a spondaeo, vel ab iambo vel a trochaeo. 
Ultimus versus est Phericratéus. ; 
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Orator Latinus 


Rise! for the day is passing : — 
The sound that you scarcely hear 
Is the enemy marching to battle — 
Arise! for the foe is here! 


Stay not to sharpen your weapons, 

Or the hour will strike at last, 

When from dreams of a coming battle, 
You may wake to find it past! 
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Surge! nam profugit dies : — 25 
Vix audis sonitum; exiit 
Hostis in fera proelia — 

Surge! te premit hostis! 


Ne morare acuens tibi 
Arma, aut hora aderit, tua 30 
Ficta postera proelia, 

Acta quum vigil audis! 
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A PSALM OF LIFE 


Henry WADSworTH LONGFELLOW 


Tell me not, in mournful numbers, 
“Life is but an empty dream! 

For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem.” 


5 Life is real! Life is earnest! 
And the grave is not its goal; 
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,”’ 
Was not spoken of the soul. 


Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Io Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us farther than to-day. 


Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
1s Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 


In the world’s broad field of battle, 
In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle! 
20 Be a hero in the strife! 


Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant! 
Let the dead Past bury its dead! 
Act, — Act in the living PrEsENnt! 
Heart within, and God o’erhead ! 
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PSALMUS VITAE 


Maestis tu numeris ne mihi dixeris: 
“Proh, vita est vacuum nil nisi somnium ! 
Dormitans animus mortuus est tibi, 
Veram nec faciem pandere res solent.”’ 


Non est ludus iners vita, gravissima est! 5 
Nec meta est tumuli segnis inertia ; 

“Proles pulveris es praedaque pulveris”’ 

Immortali animae non fuit editum. 


Non sunt deliciae, non stolidus dolor, 

Quo contendimus hinc tramite lugubri; r0 
At nostrum est agere, ut quisque dies sequens 

Ultra nos videat quam videt hic dies. 


Ars aeterna viget, tempora transeunt ; 

Quamvis nunc vireant corda virilia, 

Illa, ut tympana quae vela tegunt nigra, 15 
Perstant funereas edere naenias. 


In certaminibus militiae tenax, 

In vitae-excubiis impiger et vigil, 

Ne sis par pecori, quod stimulus movet: 

Miles sis avidus vincere proelio ! 20 


Nil fretus sapiens tempore postero, 
Defunctis tribuas condere mortuos! 

Hunc Tu Carre Diem! Nunc age fortiter, 
Confisusque Deo firmum animum tene! 
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35 


Orator Latinus 


Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time ; — 


Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 


Let us, then, be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate; 

Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labor and to wait. 
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Orator Latinus 


Magnorumque hominum gesta celebria 25 
Insignes quoque nos esse volunt viros ; 

Quando decidimus linquere quid vetat 

Et vestigia nos pulvere temporum ? 


Haec vestigia si conspiciet, mare — 

Vitae qui fragili traiciens rati 30 
Spe deiectus erit, navita naufragus, 

Gaudens fortem animum restituet sibi. 


Surgamus celeres! Ne pigeat labor! 

Nobis fataque sint dulcia quaelibet : 

Impigri manibus, pectore fervidi, 35 
Speremus vigiles tempora prospera ! 


Io 


15 


20 


Orator Latinus 


TIMES GO BY TURNS 
Venerable ROBERT SOUTHWELL, S.J.! 


The loppéd tree in time may grow again ; 

Most naked plants renew both fruit and flower ; 
The sorriest wight may find release of pain, 

The dryest soil suck in some moistening shower ; 
Times go by turns, and chances change by course, 
From foul to fair, from better hap to worse. 


The sea of Fortune does not ever flow, 

She draws her favors to the lowest ebb; 

Her tides have equal times to come and go; 
Her loom does weave the fine and coarsest web; 
No joy so great but runneth to an end, 

No hap so hard but may in fine amend. 


Not always fall of leaf, nor ever spring; 

No endless night, yet not eternal day ; 

The saddest bird a season finds to sing; 

The roughest storm a calm may soon allay ; 
Thus with succeeding turns God tempereth all, 
That man may hope to rise, yet fear to fall. 


A chance may win that by mischance was lost ; 
That net that holds no great, takes little fish ; 

In some things all, in all things none are cross’d; 
Few all they need, but none have all they wish ; 
Unmeddled joys here to no man befall, 

Who least has some, who most has never all. 


1Ven. Robert SoutHWELL, S.J., poet, Jesuit, martyr, born in 1561 


at Horsham, Norfolk, England, hanged for the Faith at TyBurn, 21 Feb- 
ruary, 1595. See Catholic Encyclopedia, Vol. XIV, p. 164. 
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TEMPORA MUTANTUR 


Falce recisa frutex revirescet tempore ! forsan ; 
Fruges et flores plantula nuda feret ; 

Solvetur languens homulus cruciante dolore, 
Arida humus pluvias fors ? bibet ore bonas; 

Tempora mutantur, mutantur fata vicissim, 5 
Turpia splendescunt, fit meliusque malum. 


Fortunae-pelagus non semper flumine turget, 

Mox sua dona rapax infimum in alveum aget; 
Aequis temporibus veniunt aestus reciduntque ; 

Tela * tenella parat crassaque fila tibi; 10 
Gaudia non dantur quae sint expertia finis, 

Non sunt ardua quae talia semper erunt. 


Nec folia usque cadunt, nec semper ver tibi ridet ; 
Nec nox perpetua est, nec sine fine dies; 

Et tristissima avis recinet sua carmina quondam 4, 15 
Ventorum rabiem disicietque quies ; 

Sic variis semper vicibus Deus omnia miscet, 
Ut metuens casum spe recreetur homo. 


Sors bona forte dabit deperdita sorte maligna ; 
Pisci impar magno rete tenet tenuem ; 20 
Cunctis res aliquot responsant ®, omnia nulli; 
Nemo quae petiit, quibus indiget haud habet omnis; 
Laetitiae purae hic homini non dantur, habetque 
Qui minimum, paucum, — plurima habens et eget. 
1 tempore = suo tempore. 
2 fors = forsitan. 
3 tela, ae, f., loom (Ovid). 


4 quondam = aliquando. 
5 responsant = resistunt, 
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THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS 


HENRY WapSwortH LONGFELLOW 


There is a Reaper, whose name is Death, 
And, with his sickle keen, 

He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 
And the flowers that grow between. 


5 “Shall I have naught that is fair?” saith he, 
“Have naught but the bearded grain? 
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 
I will give them all back again.” 


He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 
10 He kissed their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He bound them in his sheaves, 


“My Lord has need of these florets gay,” 
The Reaper said, and smiled ; 
15 ‘‘Dear tokens of the earth are they, 
Where He was once a child.” 


“They shall all bloom in fields of light, 
Transplanted by my care, 
And Saints, upon their garments white, 
20 These sacred blossoms wear,” 


go 


Orator Latinus 


AD FLORUM MESSOREM 


Est potens messor, Nigra Mors vocatur, 

Falce barbatas segetes metendo 

Desecat flores quoque germinantes 
Inter aristas. 


“Nulla,” ait, ““prompta est mihi res venusta? 5 
Sola crinita est mihi danda arista? 
Halitus florum sit odorus: omnes 

Restituentur.”’ 


Aspicit flores oculo madente ; 
Cernua illorum folia osculatus, 10 
Colligit Patris-Paradisi in usum 

Munera prati. 


“Tndiget florum Dominus lepGre”’ ; 

Messor arridens ait, “ecce, flores 

Signa sunt terrae sibi cara, lusit 15 
Qua tener Infans.” 


“Tucis in campis iterum virescent, 
Quo mea cura vigili ferentur ; 
Instruent ! Sancti chlamydas nivales 
Floribus illis.”’ 20 


1 instruo = adorno. 


OI 


Orator Latinus 


And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 
The flowers she most did love; 

She knew she should find them all again 
In the fields of light above. 


25 O, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 
The Reaper came that day; 
*Twas an Angel visited the green earth, 
And took the flowers away. 


Q2 


Orator Latinus 


Mater effundens lacrimas dolensque 

Reddidit flores sibi summe amatos ; 

Se reperturam bene norat illos 
Lucis in arvis. 


Nec flagrans ira, rabie nec ardens 25 
Messor accessit trepidans die illo; 
Angelus vénit, viridique flores 

Abstulit. agro. 
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Orator Latinus 


THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH 


Henry WADSworRTH LONGFELLOW 


Under a spreading chestnut-tree 
The village smithy stands; 

The smith, a mighty man is he, 
With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 
Are strong as iron bands. 


His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 
His face is like the tan ; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 
He earns whate’er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face, 
For he owes not any man. 


Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge 
With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
When the evening sun is low. 


And children coming home from school 
Look in at the open door; 

They love to see the flaming forge, 
And hear the bellows roar, 

And catch the burning sparks that fly 
Like chaff from a threshing-floor. 
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Orator Latinus 


VICI FABER FERRARIUS 


Vici castanea sub patula fabri 

Ferrari focus est; multa valet faber 
Nervosis manibus; bracchia musculis 
Turgent quos reputes vincula ferrea. 


Longa et crispa coma est nigraque. Tempora 5 
Subfusca ut corium; sudor honestior 

Manat fronte gravi; iusta facit lucra, 

Nec vitat socios debita nesciens. 


Aures percipiunt murmura follium 

A mane ad tenebras, mallei et audiunt 10 
Lentum ictum numero dispositum bono; 

Sic campana sonat solis ad exitum. 


Laetantur pueri, quum redeunt scholis, 

Valvis a patulis conspicere aut focum, 

Aut audire sonos follium, et adsequi 15 
Scintillas, saliunt quae ut paleae areae. 
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25 


30 


Orator Latinus 


He goes on Sunday to the church, 
And sits among his boys; 

He hears the parson pray and preach, 
He hears his daughter’s voice, 

Singing in the village choir, 
And it makes his heart rejoice. 


It sounds to him like her mother’s voice, 
Singing in Paradise ! 

He needs must think of her once more, 
How in the grave she lies; 

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes 
A tear out of his eyes. 


Toiling, — rejoicing, — sorrowing, 
Onward through life he goes; 

Each morning sees some task begun, 
Each evening sees it close; 

Something attempted, something done, 
Has earned a night’s repose. 


Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
For the lesson thou hast taught! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought. 
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Festivoque die templum adit et sedet 

Cum natis; parochi prosequitur preces 

Sermonesque pios; filia concinens 

Dulci voce sua cor patris erigit. 20 


Natae vox similis coniugis; haec diu 
In caelo recinit. Qui modo dormiat 
Sub gleba meditans, ex oculis faber 

Exterget lacrimam non tenera manu. 


Sudans, nunc hilaris nuncque dolens, iter 25 
Vitae prosequitur; mane quod incipit 

Complet vespere: opus factum aliquod, novum 
Inceptum requiem nocte parat bonam. 


Gratus sum, faber, hoc quod doceas: “ Focis 

Vitae in flammigeris fata paranda sunt ; 30 
Inciide in resona fingere nos decet 

Mentis consilium quodlibet aut opus.” 
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